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Or set on metaphyslc ground to prance
Show all his paces, not a step advance.
With the same cement, ever sure to bind,
We bring to one dead level ev'ry mind,
Then take him to develop, if you can,
And hew the block off, and get out the man.
But wherefore waste I words f  I see advance
Whore, pupil, and laced governor from France.
Walker ! our hat------" nor more he deigned to say,
But, stern as Ajax5 spectre, strode away.
In flowed at once a gay embroidered race,
And tittering pushed the pedants off the place:
Some would have spoken, but the voice was drowned
By the French horn, or by the opening hound.
The first came forwards, with as easy mien,
As if he saw St. James's and the queen.
When thus th' attendant orator begun,
" Receive, great empress !  thy accomplished son :
Thine from the birth, and sacred from the rod,
A dauntless infant! never scared with God.
The sire saw, one by one, his virtues wake ;
The mother begged the blessing of a rake.
Thou gavest that ripeness, which so soon began,
And ceased so soon, he ne'er was boy, nor man.
Through school and college, thy kind cloud overcast,
Safe and unseen, the young ^Eneas past:
Thence bursting glorious, all at once let down,
Stunned with his giddy larum half the town.
Intrepid then, o'er seas and lands he flew :
Europe he saw, and Europe saw him too.